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	Same Difference

Hello again! I'm publishing this to get part of it out of my head while I try to finish the new chapters of Battle Hymn for the Lost and Memoirs of Africa. I'm going to write a fic that follows the game's main storyline for once. This is…also an excuse to write slash fanfiction with Jacob Frye. Heh heh…

Henry Green, born Jayadeep Mir, looked up quickly when he heard a knock on the door of his shop. Alarm tightened every muscle, and he clutched his pen in a painfully tight grip.  
><em>Have they finally found me?<em> He thought.  
>His first thought was for the letter on his desk, freshly signed and sealed in an envelope. The Blighters could not, under any circumstances, find it.<br>He was on the verge of sticking it into the candle on his desk when he heard a familiar knock from the door.  
><em>Knock-knock-tap-knock-tap-knock-knock-knock.<em>  
>That was the code he'd set up.<br>His shoulders sagged with relief, but he didn't dare leave the letter out on the desk before going to the door.  
>"Yes, yes, my apologies!" He said when the visitor knocked again.<br>He opened the door and froze in surprise. "Mr. Kirkland?"  
>Indeed, a scowling Arthur Kirkland stood on the other side of the door. "Let me in if you will Henry; the rain is freezing."<br>Henry quickly shooed Arthur in, and helped him take off wet coat. He was dressed in his favorite ensemble: a dark blue patterned waistcoat over a rough white shirt with a green cravat that drew attention to his much greener eyes. Over that he wore his cloak. It was hooded and dark blue to blend in with the night except for gold stitching done in his own hand on the inside collar of a stag and roaring dragon. Henry noted how heavy the cloak was and when he went to hang it Arthur shook his head.  
>"I'll keep it Henry." When Arthur took the cloak, he saw on the inside the all of the inside pockets and straps were full. Small pistols, spare ammo, darts, poison, knives of varying sizes and purposes, lock picks, smoke bombs, and of course, Arthur's sword.<br>Anxiety settled in him again. Arthur had risked being seen in an Assassin-style cloak in a Templar-controlled city, and he'd done so armed to the teeth. "Arthur, what brought you here?"  
>Arthur turned around and pinned him down with sharp green eyes. "Do I need a reason to visit a friend?"<br>Henry flinched. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean it that way."  
>Arthur sighed. "So am I. I'm just pissed off. As soon as I got off the train a few of Starrick's men accosted me and said that he was demanding to see me."<br>Henry instinctively looked back at the door. "What did he say?"  
>"Oh he was very civil," Arthur sneered as he sat down on a plush chair from a century back. "He told me that the queen was quite happy that I was back, asked me how my visits around the empire were and which parts I visited, how my family was doing, and if I'd be staying in London long."<br>_So he probed you for details on the Assassin brotherhoods you visited, threatened your kin, and pressured you to leave London._ Henry translated. He could almost see Starrick's expression, his faux-polite tone, and Arthur's fingers tightening around the arm rest of his chair.  
>"I told him that my visits were none of his business, my clan and friends were perfectly safe and they'd stay that way because he was not to bring his men within ten miles of them on pain of death, and that I'd be staying in London to further her best interests and if he had an issue with that he could go to hell." Arthur growled.<br>Henry couldn't help but smile. Arthur never minced words. It was one reason most of the men in Parliament couldn't stand him, but couldn't help but listen.  
>That, and what Arthur viewed as the country's best interests conflicted with their personal interests.<br>Arthur clasped his hands and rested his elbows on his knees, his brow furrowed in concentration. "How is my network?"  
>Henry smiled sadly. "It's seen better days. Many have left us out of fear of Starrick and the Blighters."<br>Arthur bared his sharp canines. "Give me the rundown of London and my network. I need rebuild and I need to weaken Starrick's grip on the government."  
>"Starrick has a grip on every industry. He runs Lambeth asylum, the Blighters through an intermediary, Millner's transportation and industry and he has a strong grip on the bank and Parliament. The Blighters are great in number to the point where they control every borough. I've identified the seven lieutenants appointed to the different boroughs: Rexford Kaylock in Whitechapel, Cletus Strain in Lambeth, Edith Swinebourne working the Thames and its docks, Octavia Plumb in Southwark, Bloody Nora in the City of London borough, Victor Lynch in the Strand, and Lilla Graves in Westminster."<br>Arthur stood and began to pace, clutching his cloak in one hand. "Have they found you Jay?"  
>Henry smiled at the nickname, given because the first syllable of his birth name sounded like <em>Jayil<em>, a bird the Avatars spoke of in their stories that was trained to sit atop fortress walls and cry to alert its defenders when enemies approached. Henry often bothered Arthur to tell him such stories; the Avatars had a marvelous oral tradition. Every battle, every hero, every quest had Henry wondering if he was listening to a history of the First Civilization. He loved to compare his knowledge of the First Civilization to what Arthur described. Besides, Arthur had a talent for story-telling.  
>"No. I've stayed beneath notice for now. Knowing Sergeant Abberline helps."<br>"I'll set a guard to you if I have to. Now, how about the rest of the Brotherhood?"  
>Henry took the letter from his desk and handed it to Arthur. "I just finished writing this for George Westhouse."<br>Arthur read quickly, and then looked back up with a grimace. "Well put. Though I would have added, for good measure: 'if you all don't grow a spine and get here there might not be an English Brotherhood _left_ to protect'."  
>"I'll let you pen your own letter."<br>"Hell, he'll just ignore it. I'd take the nearest train to Crawley if Starrick wouldn't find a way to bar me from the city as soon as I left. Besides, it'd probably amount to nothing more than a screaming match between me and the Master Assassins." Arthur raked a hand through his hair. "Well success is measured by what you make of what you have. I'll start putting the pressure on Starrick's cronies in Parliament. Can I count on you to start finding me new informants?"  
>"Without a doubt."<br>"Thank you Jay." Arthur offered him the rare smile he reserved for friends and family. "Even Starrick can't hold London forever."


End file.
